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Liebeslieder Op. 52 

i) Rede, Madchen, allzu Hebe s 

ii) Am Gesteine rauscht die Flut 

iii) 0 die Frauen 

iv) Wie des Abends schone Rothe 

v) Die grume Flopfenranke 

vi) Ein kleiner, hubscher Vogel nahm 

vii) Wohl schon bewandt 

viii) Wenn so lind dein Augen mir 

ix) Am Donaustrande 

x) 0 wie sanft die Quelle 

xi) Nein, est ist nicht auszukommen 

xii) Schlosser auf, und mache Schlosser 

xiii) Vogelein durchrauscht die Luft 

xiv) Sieh, wie ist die Welle klar 

xv) Nachtigall, sie singt so schon 

xvi) Ein dunkeler Schacht ist Liebe 

xvii) Nicht wandie, mein Licht 
xviii) Es bebet das Gestrauche 

Neue Liebeslieder Waltzer Op. 65 

i) Verzicht, o Fierz, auf Rettung 

ii) Finstere Schatten der Nacht 

iii) An jeder Hand die Finger 

iv) Ihr schwarzen Augen 

v) Wahre, wahre deinen Sohn 

vi) Rosen steckt mir an die Mutter 

vii) Vom Gebirge Well auf Well 

viii) Weiche Graser im Revier 

ix) Nagen am Herzen fuhl ich 

x) Ich kose su6 mit der und der 

xi) Alles, alles in den Wind 

xii) S chwarzer Wald, dein Schatten 

xiii) Nein, Geliebter, setze dich 

xiv) Flammenauge, dunkies Haar 

xv) Zum Schluss (“Nun, ihr Musen, genug”) 



Biographies 


Hungarian-Canadian mezzo-soprano Krisztina Szabo has 
become highly sought after in both North America and Europe as 
an artist of supreme musicianship and stagecraft. The Chicago 
Tribune exclaimed, “Krisztina Szabo stole her every scene with 
her powerful, mahogany voice and deeply poignant immersion 
in the empress’ plight" after her performance of Ottavia in 
L'incoronazione di Poppea. She made her Lincoln Center debut 
as Dorabella in Cos/ fan tutte at the Mostly Mozart Festival 
where she was praised in the New York Times for being “clear, 
strong, stately and an endearingly vulnerable Dorabella.” 

Krisztina Szabo’s 2014-15 season includes singing the roles of 
Cherubino in Le nozze di Figaro with Calgary Opera and a return 
to the Canadian Opera Company as The Woman in Erwartung. 
She will also appear as featured soloist with Continuum Music, 
Tapestry New Opera, Music of the Baroque, Vancouver Early 
Music, Vancouver Bach Choir and the Toronto Symphony 
Orchestra in the Canadian concert premiere of George 
Benjamin’s opera Written on Skin. 

Ms. Szabo finished her postgraduate studies at the Guildhall 
School of Music and Drama in London, England, after completing 
her undergraduate degree at the University of Western Ontario 
studying with Darryl Edwards, with whom she continues to 
study. She has been the recipient of the Emerging Artist grant 
from Canada Council and was recently honoured by her home 
town of Mississauga with a star on the Music Walk of Fame in 
its inaugural year. Krisztina lives in Toronto with her husband, 
Kristian Clarke and their daughter, Phoibe Clarke. Ms. Szabo is a 
member of the voice faculty at the University of Toronto. 

Style and musical elegance combined with an intuitive theatrical 
sense are the hallmarks of soprano Monica Whicher’s 
performances on the concert and opera stage. In recent 
seasons, the varied aspects of her artistry have been reflected 
in performances with the Toronto Symphony (Strauss’ Vier Letzte 
Lieder), Flouston’s Mercury Baroque (Vivaldi’s Motezuma), 
the Colorado Symphony (Flandel’s Messiah, Beethoven Mass 
in C), the Calgary Philharmonic and the Edmonton Symphony 
(Mendelssohn’s Elijah), the Elmer Iseler Singers (Bach’s Mass in 
B Minor, for CBC radio), Symphony Nova Scotia (Faure Requiem, 
Brahms Requiem) and in recitals across Canada. 

Nominated for a Juno Award for “Singing Somers Theatre" 
(Centrediscs) as well as two Dora Mavor Moore Awards, Ms. 
Whicher was praised for her Naxos recording of Castor et Pollux. 
Her critically acclaimed portrayal of Merope in Lully’s Persee can 
be seen on the EuroArts/Naxos DVD. Recent recordings include 
Lullabies and Carols for Christmas, with harpist Judy Loman, 
and The Art Songs of Mykola Lysenko and Yakov Stepovyi for the 
Ukrainian Art Song Project. 

A former member of the Canadian Opera Company Ensemble 
Studio, Ms. Whicher studied at the Banff School of Fine Arts, 
the Britten-Pears School of Music (Aldeburgh, England), the 
Steans Institute (Ravinia Festival, USA), and was a recipient of 
the George London Award, Sullivan Foundation Grants, and a 
Canada Council Career Development Grant. She is on the Voice 
Faculty of the University of Toronto and the Glenn Gould School 
of the Royal Conservatory of Music. 

Lauded for his luminous projection, lyrical sensitivity, and 
brilliant coloratura, American-Canadian tenor Lawrence Wiliford 
is in high demand in concert, opera, and recital repertoire 
ranging from works by Monteverdi to contemporary composers. 


His performances during the 2014-2015 Season include a 
debut with the Indianapolis Symphony performing Mozart’s 
Requiem with Matthew Flails; Bach’s Christmas Oratorio with the 
Toronto Bach Consort; Messiah with the Edmonton and Toronto 
Symphonies; Beethoven’s Mass in C-Major with Tafelmusik under 
Kent Nagano and the Calgary Philharmonic under Matthew Flails; 
Bach’s Mass in B-minor with the Louisiana Philharmonic; Acis in 
Galatea with Toronto Masque Theatre; and the world premiere 
of a new piece by Mohammed Fairouz with the Indianapolis 
Symphonic Choir. 

Mr. Wiliford holds a Bachelor of Music in Church Music from 
St. Olaf College and a Master of Music in Vocal Performance 
from the University of Toronto. Fie has studied at Tanglewood, the 
Internationale Bachakademie of Stuttgart, the Steans Institute at 
the Ravinia Festival, and the Britten-Pears Young Artist Program. 
Mr. Wiliford is a graduate of the Canadian Opera Company’s 
Ensemble Studio and is a recipient of grants from the Canada 
Council for the Arts and the Ontario Arts Council. In addition to 
his performing schedule, Mr. Wiliford is co-artistic director of the 
Canadian Art Song Project. 

Versatile baritone Peter Barnes was born and raised in 
Winnipeg. After winning the Rose Bowl under the tutelage of 
Herbert Belyea, and a year of further training in England with 
Richard Standen, he was chosen as a national finalist in the “du 
Maurier Search for Stars” competition. This prompted a move to 
Toronto, where he continued voice studies at the University of 
Toronto with Bernard Diamant, and later, William Neill. 

Since then Mr. Barnes has appeared in concert, oratorio, 
opera, and music theatre from coast to coast, and in England. 

He won honours in the National Bach Aria competition, and 
his first performance of Handel’s Messiah was broadcast 
nationally on Christmas day. He has toured with the Canadian 
Opera Company, the Aldeburgh Connection, Opera Piccola, 
and Tapestry Music Theatre (singing Gershwin), and spent an 
amazing nine years in the cast of “The Phantom of the Opera”, 
performing ten different roles. 

Mr. Barnes has been teaching voice at the Faculty of Music, 
University of Toronto, for the past 24 years. He also frequently 
adjudicates at music festivals across Canada. 

One of Canada’s most sought after collaborative pianists, Lydia 
Wong appears regularly with the world’s pre-eminent 
performers in venues across the globe from Carnegie Recital Hall 
in New York City to London’s Wigmore Hall. 

Active in New Music, Ms Wong, has enjoyed a special 
association with composer Krzysztof Penderecki following the 
North American premiere of his Sextet at the Banff Summer 
Music Festival. She was subsequently invited to perform the 
Sextet around the world. With violinist Erika Raum, she also gave 
the North American premiere of Penderecki’s Violin Sonata No.2 
in Toronto and performed at Maestro Penderecki’s 70th birthday 
celebration in Warsaw, Poland. 

She has served as a member of the jury for the Seventh 
Annual International Contemporary Chamber Music Competition 
in Krakow, Poland, music commissioning program for the Ontario 
Arts Council in Toronto and the JUNO Awards. Ms. Wong’s most 
recent CD, Glistening Pianos with pianist Midori Koga featuring 
music by Canadian Chinese composer Alice PingYee Ho, was 
released this past February on CentreDiscs. She can also be 
heard on Naxos, Marquis Classics, Phoenix Records and has 


performed for networks in North America, Africa and Europe 
besides broadcasting regularly for the CBC. Her CD, American 
Flute Masterpieces with flutist Susan Hoeppner was nominated 
fora 2012 Juno Award. 

Ms. Wong has been on faculty at the University of Toronto since 
1998. She is also artistic co-ordinator of the Collaborative Piano 
Internship program at the Banff Centre where she has been on 
faculty since 1993. 

Pianist Steven Philcox is Assistant Professor at the University 
of Toronto where he leads the Collaborative Piano Program. One 
of Canada’s finest collaborators, he is a frequent partner of 
Canada’s vocal elite and continues to perform in leading concert 
halls across North America. From 1999-2010, Mr. Philcox was 
repetiteur, assistant conductor, and orchestral continuo player 
with the Canadian Opera Company where he had the privilege of 
working on more than 35 productions. Increasingly recognized 
for his teaching, Mr. Philcox has given masterclasses throughout 


Canada and is regularly invited to mentor young artists at many 
of Canada’s prestigious summer programs: Opera on the Avalon, 
Toronto Sumer Music, and Vancouver International Song Institute 
(VISI). He has also held teaching positions at the Banff Center’s 
Twentieth Century Opera and Song Festival, the Chautauqua 
Summer Institute, the Center for Operatic Studies in Italy (COSI), 
and the Highlands Opera Studio in Haliburton, Ontario. Mr. 
Philcox’ most recent endeavor is the Canadian Art Song Project 
(CASP) which he co-directs with tenor, Lawrence Wiliford. CASP’s 
mission is to foster the development of new song through an 
annual commission and its performance as well as providing 
opportunities for Canadian artists to program and advocate the 
wealth of riches in the existing song literature. A graduate of the 
University of British Columbia, Mr. Philcox pursued his love of 
vocal literature for two summers at the Music Academy of the 
West, Santa Barbara, California. Subsequently, he went on to 
receive his Master of Music Degree in Vocal Accompanying from 
the Manhattan School of Music 


Texts and Translations 

German texts by Georg Friedrich Daumer (1800-1875). English translations copyright © Emily Ezust. http://www.iieder.net 


Liebeslieder Op. 52 

1. Rede, Madchen, allzu liebes, 
das mir in die Brust, die kuhle, 
hat geschleudert mit dem Blicke 
diese wilden Glutgefuhle! 

Wil 1st du nicht dein Herz erweichen, 
wilist du, eine Uberfromme, 
rasten ohne traute Wonne, 

Oder willst du, daB ich komme? 

Rasten ohne traute Wonne, 
nicht so bitter will ich buBen. 
Komme nur, du schwarzes Auge. 
Komme, wenn die Sterne gruBen. 

2. Am Gesteine rauscht die Flut, 
heftig angetrieben; 

wer da nicht zu seufzen weiB, 
lernt es unterm Lieben. 

3. 0 die Frauen, o die Frauen, 
wie sie Wonne tauen! 

Ware lang ein Monch geworden, 
waren nicht die Frauen! 

4. Wie des Abends schone Rote 
mocht ich arme Dime gluhn, 

Einem, Einem zu gefallen, 
sonder Ende Wonne spruhn. 

5. Die grune Hopfenranke, 

sie schlangelt auf der Erde hin. 
Diejunge, schone Dime, 
so traurig ist ihr Sinn! 


1. Speak, maiden, whom I love all too much, 
who hurled into my once aloof heart, 

with only one glance, 
these wild, ardent feelings! 

Will you not soften your heart? 

Do you wish to be chaste 

and remain without sweet bliss, 

or do you want me to come to you? 

To remain without sweet bliss - 

I would never make such a bitter penance. 

So come, dark-eyes, 

come when the stars greet you. 

2. Against the stones the stream rushes, 
powerfully driven: 

those who do not know to sigh there, 
will learn it when they fall in love. 

3. 0 women, 0 women, 

how they melt one with bliss! 

I would have become a monk long ago 
if it were not for women! 

4. Like the evening’s lovely red, 
would I, a poor maiden, like to glow, 
to please one, one boy - 

and to then radiate bliss forever. 

5. The green hops vine, 

it winds along the ground. 

The young, fair maiden - 
so mournful are her thoughts! 


Du hore, grune Ranke! 

Was hebst du dich nicht himmelwarts? 
Du hore, schone Dime! 

Was ist so schwer dein Herz? 

Wie hobe sich die Ranke, 
der keine Stutze Kraft verleiht? 

Wie ware die Dime frbhlich, 
wenn ihr das Liebste weit? 

6. Ein kleiner, hGbscherVogel 
nahm den Flug 

zum Garten hin, 
da gab es Obst genug. 

Wenn ich ein hGbscher, 
kleiner Vogel war, 
ich saumte nicht, 
ich tate so wie der. 

Leimruten-Arglist 
lauert an dem Ort; 
der arme Vogel 
konnte nicht mehrfort. 

Wenn ich ein hGbscher, 
kleiner Vogel war, 
ich saumte doch, 
ich tate nicht wie der. 

Der Vogel kam 
in eine schone Hand, 
da tat es ihm, 

dem GIGcklichen, nicht and. 

Wenn ich ein hGbscher, 
kleiner Vogel war, 
ich saumte nicht, 
ich tate doch wie der. 

7. Wohl schon bewandt 
War es vorehe 

Mit meinem Leben, 

Mit meiner Liebe; 

Durch eine Wand, 

Ja durch zehn Wande, 

Erkannte mich 
Des Freundes Sehe; 

Doch jetzo, wehe, 

Wenn ich dem Kalten 
Auch noch so dicht 
Vor’m Auge stehe, 

Es merkt’s sein Auge, 

Sein Herze nicht. 

8. Wenn so lind dein Auge mir 
und so lieblich schauet, 
jede letze TrGbe flieht 
welche mich umgrauet. 

Dieser Liebe schone Glut, 
laB sie nicht verstieben! 

Nimmer wird, wie ich, so treu 
dich ein andrer lieben. 


You - listen, green vine! 

Why do you not raise yourself heavenwards? 
You - listen, fair maiden! 

Why is your heart so heavy? 

How can the vine raise itself 
when no support lends it strength? 

How can the maiden be merry 
when her sweetheart is far away? 

6. A small, pretty bird 
took flight 

into the garden - 

there was fruit enough there. 

If I were a pretty, 
small bird, 

I would not tarry - 
I would do just as he did. 

Malicious lime-twigs 
lurked in that place; 
the poor bird 
could not escape. 

If I were a pretty, 
small bird, 

I would have hesitated, 

I would not have done that. 

The bird came 
into a pretty girl’s hand, 
and she did not harm him, 
the lucky thing. 

If I were a pretty, 
small bird, 

I would not linger - 
I would do just as he did. 

7. Quite fair and contented 
was I previously 

with my life 

and with my sweetheart; 
through a wall, 
yes, through ten walls, 
did my friend’s gaze 
recognize me. 

But now, oh woe, 
if I am with that cold boy, 
no matter how close 
I stand before his eyes, 
neither his eyes 
nor his heart notices. 

8. When your eyes look at me 
so gently and lovingly, 

you chase away every last anxiety 
that troubles my life. 

The lovely glow of this love - 
do not let it disappear! 

No one else will ever love you 
as faithfully as I. 


9. Am Donaustrande, 
da steht ein Haus, 
da schaut ein rosiges 

Madchen aus. 

9. On the banks of the Danube, 
there stands a house, 
and looking out of it 
is a pink-cheeked maiden. 

Das Madchen, 
es ist wo hi gut gehegt, 
zehn eiserne Riegel 
sind vor die Ture gelegt. 

The maiden 

is very well-protected: 

ten iron bolts 

have been placed on the door. 

Zehn eiserne Riegel 

das ist ein SpaB; 

die spreng ich 

als waren sie nur von Glas. 

But ten iron bolts 
are but a joke; 

1 will snap them 

as if they were only glass. 

10. 0 wie sanft die Quelle sich 
durch die Wiese windet! 

0 wie schon, wenn Liebe sich 
zu der Liebe findet! 

10. 0 how gently the stream 
winds through the meadow! 

0 how lovely it is when Love 
finds Love! 

11. Nein, es ist nicht auszukommen 
mit den Leuten; 

Alles wissen sie so giftig 
auszudeuten. 

11. No, there’s just no getting along 
with people; 

they always make such poisonous 
interpretations of everything. 

Bin ich heiter, hegen soil ich 
lose Thebe; 

bin ich still, so heiBts, ich ware 
irr aus Liebe. 

If I’m merry, they say 1 cherish 

loose urges; 

if I’m quiet, they say 

1 am crazed with love. 

12. Schlosser auf, und mache Schlosser, 

Schlosser ohne Zahl; 
denn die bosen Mauler will ich 
schlieBen allzumal. 

12. Locksmith - get up and make your locks, 
locks without number; 
for 1 want to lock up 
all the evil mouths. 

13. Vogelein durchrauscht die Luft, 
sucht nach einem Aste; 
und das Herz, ein Herz, ein Herz begehrt’s, 
wo es selig raste. 

13. The little bird rushes through the air, 
searching for a branch; 
and my heart desires a heart, a heart 
on which it can blessedly rest. 

14. Sieh, wie ist die Welle klar, 
blickt der Mond hernieder! 

Die du meine Liebe bist, 
liebe du mich wieder! 

14. See how clear the waves are 
when the moon gazes down! 

You who are my love, 
you love me back! 

15. Nachtigall, sie singt so schon, 
wenn die Sterne funkeln. 

Liebe mich, geliebtes Herz, 
kusse mich im Dunkeln! 

15. The nightingale, it sings so beautifully, 
when the stars are twinkling. 

Love me, my beloved heart, 
kiss me in the dark! 

16. Ein dunkeler Schacht ist Liebe, 
ein gar zu gefahrlicher Bronnen; 
da fiel ich hinein, ich Armer, 
kann weder horen noch sehn, 
nur denken an meine Wonnen, 
nur stohnen in meinen Wehn. 

16. Love is a dark shaft, 
a very dangerous well; 
and 1, poor man, fell in. 

1 can neither hear nor see, 

1 can only think about my bliss, 

1 can only moan in my woe. 


17. Nicht wandle, mein Licht, dortauBen 
im Flurbereich! 

Die FuBe wurden dir, die zarten, 
zu naB, zu weich. 

All uberstromt sind dort die Wege, 
die Stege dir; 

so uberreichlich trante dorten 
das Auge mir. 

18. Es bebet das Gestrauche, 
gestreift hat es im Fluge 

ein Vogelein. 

In gleicher Art erbebet 
die Seele mir, erschuttert 
von Liebe, Lust und Leide, 
gedenkt sie dein. 


Neue Liebeslieder Walzer, Op. 65 

1. Verzicht, o Flerz, auf Rettung, 
dich wagend in der Liebe Meer! 

Denn tausend Nachen schwimmen 
zertrummert am Gestad umher! 

2. Finstere Schatten der Nacht, 

Wogen- und Wirbelgefahr! 

Sind wohl, die da gelind 
rasten auf sicherem Lande, 
euch zu begreifen im Stande? 

Das ist der nur allein, 
welcher auf wilder See 
sturmischer Ode treibt, 

Meilen entfernt vom Strande. 

3. An jeder Fland die Finger 
hatt’ ich bedeckt mit Ringen, 
die mir geschenkt mein Bruder 
in seinem Liebessinn. 

Und einen nach dem andern 
gab ich dem schonen, 
aber unwurdigen Jungling hin. 

4. Ihr schwarzen Augen, ihr durft nur winken; 
Palaste fallen und Stadte sinken. 

Wie solIte steh’n in solchem StrauB 
mein Flerz, von Karten das schwache Flaus? 

5. Wahre, wahre deinen Sohn, 

Nachbarin, vor Wehe, 

weil ich ihn mit schwarzem Aug’ 
zu bezaubern gehe. 

0 wie brennt das Auge mir, 
das zu Zunden fordert! 

Flammet ihm die Seele nicht -- 
deine Hutte lodert. 


17. Do not wander, my light, out there 
in the field! 

Your feet, your tender feet, would get 
too wet, too soft. 

All flooded are the paths there, 
and the bridges, 
so amply there 
did my eyes weep. 

18. The bushes are trembling; 
they were brushed by a 

little bird in flight. 

In the same way, 
my soul trembles, 

overcome by love, pleasure and sorrow, 
as it thinks of you. 


1. Relinquish, o heart, the hope of rescue 
as you venture out into the sea of love! 

For a thousand boats float 

wrecked about its shores! 

2. Dark shades of night, 
dangers of waves and whirlpools! 

Are those who rest there so mildly 
on firm ground 

capable of comprehending you? 

No: only one who 
is tossed about on the wild sea’s 
stormy desolation, 
miles from the shore. 

3. On each hand were my fingers 
bedecked with rings 

that my brother had bestowed on me 
with love. 

And one after another 
did I give to that handsome 
but unworthy lad. 

4. You black eyes, you need only beckon, 
and palaces fall and cities sink. 

Flow should then my heart withstand 
such strife, inside its weak house of cards? 

5. Protect, protect your son, 
my neighbor, from woe; 

for I go with my black eyes 
to enchant him. 

0 how my eyes burn 
to inflame his passion! 

If his soul will not ignite, 
your hut will catch fire. 


6. Rosen steckt mir an die Mutter, 
weil ich gar so trube bin. 

Sie hat recht, die Rose sinket, 
so wie ich, entblattert hin. 

7. Vom Gebirge Well auf Well 
kommen Regengusse, 

und ich gabe dir so gern 
hunderttausend Kusse. 

8. Weiche Graser im Revier, 
schone, stille Platzchen! 

0, wie linde ruht es hier 
sich mit einem Schatzchen! 

9. Nagen am Herzen fuhl ich ein Gift mir. 

Kann sich ein Madchen, 

ohne zu frohnen zartlichem Hang, 

fassen ein ganzes wonneberaubtes Leben entlang? 

10. Ich kose suB mit der und der 
und werde still und kranke, 
denn ewig, ewig kehrt zu dir, 

o Nonna, mein Gedanke! 

11. Alles, alles in den Wind 
sagst du mir, du Schmeichler! 

Alle samt verloren sind 
deine MGh’n, du Heuchler! 

Einem andern Fang’ zu lieb 
stelle deine Falle! 

Denn du bist ein loser Dieb, 
denn du bist urn alle! 

12. Schwarzer Wald, dein Schatten ist so duster! 
Armes Herz, dein Leiden ist so druckend! 

Was dir einzig wert, es steht vor Augen; 
ewig untersagt ist Huldvereinung. 


6. Mother gave me roses 
because I am so troubled. 

She is right: roses droop 
just as I do, wilting away. 

7. From the mountains, wave upon wave, 
come gushing rain; 

and I would gladly give you 
a hundred thousand kisses. 

8. Soft grass in my favorite haunts, 
fair, quiet spots! 

0 how pleasant it is to linger here 
with one’s darling! 

9. I feel a poison gnawing at my heart. 

Is it possible for a maiden 

not to give in to her tender inclinations 
and live her entire life robbed of bliss? 

10. I sweetly fondle this girl and that, 
and grow quiet and sick at heart, 
for always, always, toward you 

my thoughts turn, o Nonna! 

11. All, all is lost to the wind 

of what you say to me, you flatterer! 

Altogether, all your efforts 
are lost, you pretender! 

Be so good as to set your trap 
for another! 

For you are a loose thief, 
for you have been with them all! 

12. Dark forest, your shade is so gloomy! 

Poor heart, your sorrow presses so heavily! 

The only thing valuable to you is standing before 
your eyes; 

eternally forbidden is that union with love. 


